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As made the world enamour'd of his woe.

These, and ten thousand beauties more, that di'd

Slave to the tyrant, now enlarg'd deride

His cancelPd laws, and for their time mis-spent                145

Pay into Love's exchequer double rent.
Come then, my Celia, we '11 no more forbear

To taste our joys, struck with a panic fear,

But will depose from his imperious sway

This proud usurper, and walk free as they,                       150

With necks unyok'd; nor is it just that he

Should fetter your soft sex with chastity,

Which Nature made unapt for abstinence;

When yet this false impostor can dispense

With human justice and with sacred right,                       155

And, maugre both their laws, command me fight

With rivals or with emulous loves that dare

Equal with thine their mistress' eyes or hair.

If thou complain of wrong, and call my sword

To carve out thy revenge, upon that word                        160

He bids me fight and kill; or else he brands

With marks of infamy my coward hands.

And yet religion bids from bloodshed fly,

And damns me for that act.   Then tell me why
This goblin Honour, which the world adores,                 165

Should make men atheists, and not women whores.

EPITAPH ON THE LADY MARY VILLIERS

THE Lady Mary Villiers lies

Under this stone; with weeping eyes

The parents that first gave her birth,

And their sad friends, laid her in earth.

If any of them, Reader, were                             5

Known unto thee, shed a tear;

Or if thyself possess a gem

As dear to thee, as this to them,

Though a stranger to this place,

Bewail in theirs thine own hard case:                ro

For thou, perhaps, at thy return

Mayest find thy darling in an urn.